much of the Mausers waiting beyond the waves. They impress
me unspeakably; for I have never seen a whole regiment of men
intensely unhappy. They do not speak: they do not move. If one
of my fellow-sightseers of that morning were to come and talk to
them about how irresistible they are when it comes to the bayonet,
I doubt whether they would even get up and kill him. They brood
and wait. I wait, too, spellbound; but my boat is on the shore,
and my bark is on the sea; so I soon have to leave them.
A lady says something about the matter-of-fact quietness of
Englishmen in the presence of a call to duty. She means, as I take
it, that Englishmen do not behave as the conscripts did on the
Lake of Como.
In due time we wallow through the Bay with fearful rollings,
and trudge through the Channel head down, overcoat buttoned,
and umbrella up. Then the episode sinks again into the sea of
oblivion.
Recollection rises again on the Ripley Road? where I am light-
ing a bicycle lamp an hour after sunset. I am bound for Haslemere.
I am also tired; and it occurs to me that if I ride hard, I may just
catch the Portsmouth train at Guildford, and go to Haslemere in
it. The next thing I remember is being told at Guildford that I
am in the wrong half of the train. I make a precipitous dash, race
along the platform like the wild ass of the desert, jump at a mov-
ing footboard, and am pushed and pulled and hustled into pande-
monium.
Out of nine men in a third-class compartment, eight are roar-
ing "God bless you, Tommy Atkins," at the top of their voices.
One of them is distinctly sober; but he is cynically egging on the
others by pretending to be as wild as they. The one who is not
singing is an innocent-looking young sailor. Room is gradually
made for me; and the man who makes it put his arms affection-
ately round my neck the moment I sit down. They hail trie by the
honorable tide of Governor, and convey to me that they are all
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